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treet mud after four years? . . . But I can't let the fellow
imply get hold of them.'
Then the subliminal mind found a compromise with the
omplexes of my environment, the ruling fictions of my
[ass. 'Hand over that knife, I'll do it myself,' I said between
iy teeth.
He handed it over, visibly relieved. I cut off the stars,
uck them in my pocket and gave the hussar back his knife,
ow I was no longer an officer.
Then the forebears of my new social equal dragged his
and to his cap. He saluted the officer who was no longer
i officer, while through the streets of the town the cry was
nging: 'Long live the revolution!'